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INTRODUCTION. 

'^PHIS  collection  of  Poems,  made  after  the  death  of  its 
^      author,  is  designed  as  a  memento  of  a  life  of  high 
pur})ose  spent  entirely  in  the  ([uieter  walks  of  education 
and  literature. 

Many  of  the  poems  included  in  this  little  volume 
have  appeared  before ;  these,  I  trust,  will  not  be  un- 
welcome in  their  new  garb.  The  others,  published  now 
for  the  first  time,  chiefly  represent  the  productions  of 
early  youth,  and  are,  in  some  cases,  incomplete,  yet  not, 
perhaps,  unworthy  of  a  place  in  this  memorial.  These, 
with  the  riper  products  of  later  life,  I  now  send  forth, 
without  comment  or  apology,  trusting  only  to  their 
merit  to  find  favor  with  an  indulgent  public  and  a 
kindly  reception  from  the  old  friends  and  pupils  who 
knew  the  author's  inner  life  and  therefore  loved  him. 

Lilian  Slack-Davis. 
Pittsburgh,  April  6,  1890. 


LONDOxX. 

O  THE  roar  of  the  streets  ! 

()  the  throbbing  of  that  mighty  heart  ! 

Loud  with  life's  throbbings,  leaping  with  mighty  life, 

Strong  heart  of  the  world — London  ! 

O  the  rush  of  hurrying  feet  ! 

From  sunrise  to  sundown  they  cease  not, — 

Hurrying  whither?  and  whither?  and  whither? 

Earnest  face  and  pale  brow,  tliey  cease  not ; 

Like  the  whirl  of  a  mighty  wind, 

Like  the  storm- wave  hurrying  on, 

Is  thine  ocean's  unrest,  O  London  ! 

Resound  the  roll  of  wheels 

And  beat  of  hoofs  on  the  stony  ways; 
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lo  LONDON. 

Behold  the  lordly  dwellings  ! 

In  splendid  array  they  rise,  and  splendor  clothes  them 

within  ; 
For  lordly  are  the  dwellers  and  proud, 
With  pride  of  lineage  and  pride  of  race  and  pride  of 

w^ealth, — 
And  thoii  liftest  thy  lofty  head — London  ! 


O  the  roar  of  the  streets  ! 

O  the  throbbings  of  that  mighty  heart ! 

Is  it  well  with  thee  ? — is  it  well  ? 

Lo  !  the  squalid  ways  and  the  alleys  of  sin  ! 

Is  it  w^ell  with  thee,  mighty  heart? 

Lo  !   the  lustreless  eyes,  the  feeble  gait ! 

And  the  demon  Want  stalks  gaunt  and  grim  : 

Is  it  well,  heart  of  wealth,  is  it  well  ? 

And  misery  lurks  in  noisome  abodes ; 

Rags  and  shame  clothe  the  creatures  of  God, 

While  heavenward  the  countless  spires  point. 

Is  it  well  ?     Must  such  things  be  ? 

To  the  ground  !    to  the  ground  !  low  down  in  the  dust ! 

Bow  heart  and  head,  proud  London  ! 


LONDON.  II 

''Outcast  !  outcast  I" 

And  pitiless  Night  points  finger  of  scorn  ; 

''Outcast !  outcast  !" 

And  the  cruel  rain-storm  beats  relentless ; 

Outcast !  once  fair  in  God's  image — but  now  ! — 

Hungry-eyed,  fever-cheeked,  flaunting  rags, — 

See  them  shuddering,  arm  linked  in  arm. 

Crouching  in  shadows  of  Night, 

Trembling  with  the  dark  horror  of  Night. 

God's  pity  !     (xod's  pity  !     God's  pity  ! 

For  Murder  lurks  in  silent  ambush, 

Soft-footed  Murder  steps  beside  ; 

Swift  and  sure,  unheard,  unseen, 

Strikes  the  dreadful  knife, — 

Falls  the  pitiless  knife ; 

Comes  rest  to  the  driven  soul. 

Comes  oblivion  to  despair. 

And  silence  over  the  narrow  way, 

Save  the  night-guard's  tramp,  tramp,  tramp, — 

And  black  Night  hides  all ! 

Is  it  well,  strong  heart  of  the  world  ? 
Hath  God  averted  his  face  ? 


12  LONDON. 

Is  it  well,  O  heart  of  wealth,  that  thy  countless  thou- 
sands pine? 
Is  the  roar  of  thy  streets  the  voice  of  doom  ? 
Cleanse  thee  !   cleanse  thee  from  the  sin  ! 
Remember  Babylon  ! 


BLIND! 

"Sweetheart,  come  forth  !"   the  mavis  joyful  sings, 
Expectant  on  the  l)lossom- laden  bough: 
"Sweetheart,  come  forth  1"   the  chorister  lark  e'en  now 
Trills  glorious,  as  from  meadow  dew  he  springs, 
And  ever  mounting,  the  rich  music  flings 
Down  in  sweet  cadence  through  rose-scented  air. 
O  love  !   O  sightless  orbs  !   could  ye  but  share 
The  radiant  beauty  this  new  morning  brings  I 

Thy  hand  in  mine,  together  we  will  stroll 
Through  whispering  grove  unto  the  moss-grown  beach. 
Where  thy  lov'd  rill's  soft  symphony  shall  reach 
Thy  listening  ear, — o'er  heath,  and  windy  knoll. 
How  all  doth  thrill  the  sense, — remembering  each, 
Ere  God  made  dark  the  windows  of  thv  soul  I 
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A  SONG  OF  NIGHT. 

0  THE  mystery  of  the  night ! 

The  deep  and  silent  mystery  of  the  night ! 

Night's  starry  dome  encompasseth  me, 

And  rapture  fills  my  soul, 

As  I  wander  through  the  pathless  wolds, 

As  I  roam  beneath  the  great  forest  trees : 

Weird  and  dim  rise  the  misty  hill-tops. 

From  afar  cometh  the  moan  of  the  complaining  sea. 

And  the  mystery  enters  my  soul, 

As  I  wander  under  the  starry  dome  of  Night. 

Thus  I  wander  through  the  night, 

1  wander  in  the  silent  darkness  of  the  night : 
And  lo  !   the  night  hath  become  to  me  as  day  ! 
For  my  thought  flashes  light  into  the  darkness, 
Around  my  being  a  splendor  brightens, 

A  dazzling  splendor  illumines  my  soul. 
Brightening,  expanding  into  glory  that  blinds, — 
As  I  wander  under  the  starry  dome  of  Night. 
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A    SONG    OF  NIGHT.  1 5 

Spirit  of  Night ! 

All-embracing  Si)irit  of  Night ! 

My  being  thrills  and  trembles  at  thy  touch, 

At  thy  call  my  spirit  awaketh, 

My  soul  ariseth  when  thou  br ingest  sleep  to  men, 

And  I  wake  in  dreams,  dreaming  of  thy  mystery : 

Around  my  being  a  glory  brightens, 

And  my  spirit  joins  with  thine. 

My  spirit  and  thine  are  one, — 

As  I  wander  through  the  pathless  wolds. 

As  I  roam  beneath  the  great  forest  trees, 

While  thou  spreadest  thy  wings  of  silence  over  all. 

And  the  splendor  of  thy  stars  ! 


FAR  AWAY. 

My  native  land? — Oh  !  ask  me  not  to  tell 

The  name  of  that  dear  land  I  love  so  well. 

Deep  in  my  heart  it  lies, — there  let  it  sleep ; 

I  never  speak  that  name  but  I  must  weep.* 

Fair  is  that  land, — oh,  could  I  tell  hoAV  fair  ! 

Clear  skies,  unclouded  light,  and  balmy  air ; 

And  where  the  night  is  but  a  softer  day, 

The  moon  another  sun  with  milder  ray : 

The  stars  seem  nearer  there  to  gazing  eyes, 

Heaven,  too,  seems  nearer  in  those  deep  blue  skies 

A  garden  land,  where  flowers  of  every  hue 

Smile  in  the  glad  day's  light,  or  drink  night's  dew. 

O  Home  of  Beauty,  glorious  and  grand  ! 

O  Italy  !  my  Italy  !   dear  native  land  ! 
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A  DREAMER. 

Deem  him  not  idle,  that  he  gazed 
On  purpling  dawns  and  restless  sea  ; 

Stood  oft  by  sunset  splendors  dazed. 
Or  rapt  in  night's  deep  mystery. 

Nor  chide  him,  that  in  leafy  wood 
With  folded  arms  he  lingered  long  ; 

Claiming  with  Nature  brotherhood, 
Enraptured  by  the  thrush's  song. 

And  marvel  not  that  in  the  wa}s 
Of  busy  life  he  ne'er  was  seen  ; 

But  wandered  where  the  zephyr  plays, 
By  babbling  brook  and  covert  green. 

Call  him  not  idle — for  behold  ! 

Fresh  from  the  hill-side  and  the  glen. 
In  silvern  speech  and  phra.se  of  gold. 

He  tells  the  ways  of  God  to  men. 
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A  SONG  OF  SUNRISE.* 

A  GLORY  in  the  Orient ! 

A  glory  flashing  from  the  Orient ! 

Gleams  of  splendor — dazzling,  blinding — 

Flashing  from  the  Orient ! 

Bursting  forth  with  the  radiance  of  a  God, 

Glancing  over  the  sea  and  on  the  mountain-tops, 

Glorious  from  the  Orient ! 

Gilding  the  mountain-tops  with  a  sudden  golden  glory, 

Turning  the  sea  to  molten  gold, 

On   the   green    of  the  forest   roofs   flashing  a   golden 

splendor. 
Glorious  from  the  Orient ! 

Grlancing  on  the  world  with  the  radiant  glory  of  a  God, 
Sun-Cxod!     Earth-gladdening,  world-rejoicing, 
Glorious  in  the  Orient ! 

A  glory  in  the  Orient ! 

A  glory  spreading  from  the  Orient  ! 

*  Written  three  days  before  his  death. 
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A   SONG    OF  SUNRISE.  19 

From  his  nest  on  the  dewy  ground  ascends  the  lark, 

Aloft  to  the  azure  dome  soars  the  caroling  lark. 

Swift  mounting  with  a  burst  of  song, 

With  a  song  of  divine  beauty  sung  to  the  risen  morn  : 

For  Day  is  awake,  and  radiant  are  the  valleys, 

Radiant  the  sea  and  the  mountains ; 

The  forests  are  stirred  with  the  joy  of  the  morning, 

'J'he  gladness  of  the  morning  laughs  in  the  meadows,^ 

And  along  the  shining  heavens  grows  the  splendor, 

(ilorious  in  the  Orient  1 


REVEILLE  D'AMOUR. 

Open,  blue  windows,  let  my  Love  look  forth : 
Glad  Morn  awakes, — wake  thou,  my  Love,  look  forth  ! 
The  sun's  new  splendor  gilds  the  dawn,  the  air 
Breathes  balm  and  spice,  the  elm-tops  are  aglow. 
The  hills  are  golden-crowned.     Awake  !  behold 
In  portals  of  the  East  the  radiant  gleams, 
Rose-tint  and  saffron,  emerald,  amethyst. 
And  changing  glories  of  the  orient  sky. 

Awake  !    come  forth  !  the  meadow's  breath  is  sweet, 
From  summer-laden  boughs  the  tremulous  leaves 
Rain  fresh' ning  dew;  awake  !   for  gladness  stirs 
The  deep  wood's  slumb'rous  heart,  and  all  around 
Break  the  rich  splendors  of  a  golden  morn. 
Open,  blue  windows,  let  my  Love  look  forth  ! 


TITANIA,  QUEEN  OF  THE  FAIRIES, 

TO    HER    SUBJECTS,    DURING    A    NIGHT-STORM. 

Fairies  !   Immortals  !  Wherefore  do  ye  fear, 

Whom  storm-blast  cannot  harm,  nor  lightning  sear? 

Beautiful  visions  of  the  moonlight  sheen, 

By  mortals  loved,  by  mortal  gaze  unseen  ; — 

Your  cries  have  reached  me  in  my  inmost  cell, 

Shrill  shrieks  of  terror  from  the  darkening  dell, 

Above  the  whistling  winds  and  tempest's  roar, 

And  lash  of  waves  along  the  riotous  shore. 

Roused  from  sweet  dreams  of  glades  and  shadowy  vales, 

Of  mountain  breeze,  and  flower-scented  dales, 

Swift  on  the  whirlwind  have  I  hither  flown, 

Even  I — your  Queen — untended  and  alone  : 

With  naught  save  lightning's  forked  flash  to  light 

My  airy  pathway  through  the  murky  night ; 

Midway  'tween  Earth  and  Heaven  floating  high, 

Past  wheeling  bats  and  where  the  screech-owls  cry; 
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2  2  TITAXIA,  QUEEN  OE   THE   EAIRIES. 

Through  cloud  and  mist,  through  rain  and  foggy  air, 
By  thunder-frighted  eagles'  craggy  lair. 
All  things  of  evil — imps.  unhol> — fled 
Before  my  presence  to  their  earthy  bed. 
Fairies,  arise  ! — Be  stilled,  O  craven  hearts  ! 
Fear  not,  as  mortals  fear,  the  lightning's  darts, 
Nor  pelting  of  the  storm,  nor  thunder's  crash, 
Though  Earth  with  angry  Heaven  do  seem  to  clash  ! 
We  are  immortal ! — Lo  !  where  shines  Night's  queen  ! 
Rise,  dainty  spirits,  trip  we  on  the  green. 


ROSALIXD. 

'•  From  the  East  to  Western  hid, 
No  jewel  is  like  Rosalind." 

As  You  Like  It. 

O  HET'JER  far  than  lofty  birth, 
Richer  than  riches  of  the  Ind, 

Nobler  than  noblest  rank  of  earth, 
Thy  love  to  me,  sweet  Rosalind. 

O  nature's  jewel  1  maiden  rare  .' 
In  beauty  peerless  as  in  mind ; 

And  what  am  I  that  I  should  dare 
To  mate  with  thee,  my  Rosalind? 

O  near  and  true,  and  yet  afar  ! 

Thy  peer  on  earth  I  may  not  find ; 
For,  like  unto  a  radiant  star, 

Thou  shin' St  above  me,  Rosalind  .' 
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24  ROSALIND. 

Honors  and  rank — why  heed  I  them, 
Or  all  the  wealth  of  earth  combin'd? 

Thy  love's  to  me  a  diadem, 

That  crowns  me  king,  O  Rosalind  ! 


MY  SAINT. 
A  soxc;. 

Blue  eyes  that  seem  divine, 
With  Heaven's  histre  ht ; 

Twin  lights  of  starry  l)rightness, 
Wherein  her  soul  doth  sit. 

Pure  tresses  of  rich  gold 
About  her  neck  lie  strewn  ; 

Like  sunshine  'mid  the  lilies, 
On  some  fair  eve  of  June. 

Soft  smiles  play  on  her  lips, 
Oh  1   rare  the  pearls  within  : 

So  shineth  'mid  the  roses 
The  snowy  jessamine. 

Had  I  divinest  art 

Her  lineaments  to  paint, 
The  world  should  gaze  and  marvel,— 

"  Behold  !   on  earth  a  Saint :" 


.      A  HOLIDAY. 

A  BREEZY  down,  wide  stretch  of  glittering  sea, 
An  azure  sky  with  fleecy  cloudlets  flecked ; 

A  streamlet  glancing  bright  through  grassy  lea, 
And  tangled  hedge-row  with  wild  roses  decked. 

Tall  daffodils  are  bending  low  and  coy, 

Wooed  by  the  breeze  that  wanders  down  the  hill ; 

Anon  they  toss  their  golden  heads  for  joy, 
Dancing  with  glee  beside  the  rippled  rill. 

The  joyous  swallows  wheel  their  mazy  flight. 

And  song-birds  shower  rich  music  from  the  trees ; 

The  air  is  loud  with  sounds  of  all  delight, 
'Mid  murmurings  of  innumerable  bees. 

Come  forth,  O  weary  child  of  toil,  come  forth  ! 

Come  !   let  thy  heart  sit  gayly  on  its  throne : 
For  one  glad  day  be  lord  of  sea  and  earth  ; 

Look  on  thy  birthright,  claim  with  joy  thine  own  ! 


GOOD-MORROW. 


A  soxr;. 


OooD-MORKOW  to  my  Love, — good-morrow 
Young  Day  awakes  (/cr  hill  and  lea; 

The  morn  is  fair,  ])ut  fain  would  borrow 
Some  perfect  touch  of  grace  from  thee. 

Awake  !  unveil  those  beauteous  eyes, 
And  with  dull  Sleep  no  longer  stay: 

Arise,  O  Nature's  joy,  arise  I 

Thy  presence  doth  adorn  the  da}'. 

Though  balmy  is  the  breath  of  Morn, 
And  sweet  with  incense  of  the  ground, 

Yet  from  thy  breathing  shall  be  borne 
A  richer  fragrance  all  around. 

Come  to  the  valley,  Love,  and  bring 
Thy  laughter's  music,  foe  to  sorrow ; 

Glad  Nature  waits  thy  welcoming, — 
x\ waits  to  wish  my  Love  good-morrow. 


MINE. 


A  SONG. 


My  Love  is  fair  to  me, 
My  Love  is  fair  to  all ; 

But  me  alone  of  men 

Her  beauty  doth  enthrall ! 

My  Love  hath  honeyed  words, 
Hath  honeyed  words  for  each 

But  I  alone  have  quaffed 
The  nectar  of  her  speech  ! 

Her  breath  the  rose's  sweetness^ 
And  violet's  doth  combine; 

To  me  there  cometh  fragrance 
As  of  an  air  divine  ! 

My  Love  and  I  must  part, 
And  fate  our  lives  will  sever ; 

Fate  cannot  part  our  souls. 
My  Love  is  mine  forever  ! 
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WAITIXC;   IX  THE  MEADOW. 

I  WAS  waiting  for  you,  Effie,  where  the  sun's  last  linger- 
ing ray 

On  the  daisies  lay  all  golden,  ere  the  gloaming  of  the  day  ; 

I  was  waiting  all  alone,  Effie,  thinking  you  would  ])as5 

Where  the  brook  so  softly  murmurs  to  the  pleasant 
meadow  grass. 

In  the  quiet  air  the  lark  trilled  out  his  evening  song  so 

sweet. 
Ere  he  sought  his  lowly  hidden  nest  among  the  dewy 

^\•heat ; 
How  he  showered  the  glad  music  down  from  those  blue 

heights  above  ! 
And  his  notes,  so  wild  and  beautiful,  seemed  tremulous 

with  love. 

O'er  the  wild  rose  hung  the  tired  bee  to  take  his  last 

farewell, 

Ere  he  winged  his  homeward  way  to  some  far  cottage 

in.  a  dell ; 
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30  WAITING   IX   THE   ME  ADO  IV. 

O'er  the  wild  rose  and  the  foxglove   and  the  tangled 

woodbine  hung, 
To  the  spirit  of  the  honeyed    flowers   his    lullaby  was 


With  the  spoils  of  summer  hedge-rows  laden  came  the 

healthful  breeze, 
Wooing  tremblingly  the  grasses,  gently  sighing  to  the 

trees ; 
Oh  !   it  seemed  a  breath  of  Heaven,  Effie ;  and  if  you 

had  been  there, 
It  had  kissed   your  blooming  cheek,  love,  and  dallied 

with  your  hair. 

1  was  waiting,  Efifie,  waiting,  when  the  first  faint  trem- 
bling beam 

Of  the  star  of  eve  shone  forth, — the  star  of  love's  deli- 
cious dream ; 

From  the  village  came  the  softened  chime,  the  tinkling 
folds  replied, 

And  so  tenderly  I  thought  of  you,  and  wished  you  at 
mv  side. 


UWITIXG    IX   THE   MKADOIV.  31 

And    I    started    from  my  dreaming,    for  I  heard   your 

silvery  voice 
Ringing  cheery  o'er  the  meadow,  and  it  made  my  heart 

rejoice ; 
Oh  :   my  heart  leajjcd  up  with  joy,  Effie,  and  I  held  my 

breath  so  still, 
But  the  voice  it  died  away  in  faintest  echoes  up  the  hill. 

Up  the  hill  I  went  to  seek   you  where  the  voice  had 

beckoned  me, 
Up  the  hill,  and  in  the  valley,  but  no  Efifie  could  I  see ; 
Many  a  maiden  in  the  valley,  many  a  loving  heart  and 

true — 
There  are  none  so  fair,  ()  Effie,  darling  I   none  so  fair 

as  you. 

And  now  the  bee  had  wandered  home,  and  the  lark  was 
in  the  nest. 

The  murmur  of  the  village  hushed,  and  the  folds  were 
all  at  rest ; 

In  the  clover-scented  meadow  calmly  lay  the  sleeping 
kine. 

And  still  I  waited,  vainly  waited,  all  in  the  sweet  moon- 
shine. 


SPRING  LONGINGS. 

The  voice  of  Spring  is  murmuring  at  my  heart, 
That,  listening  to  the  well-remembered  sound, 
Revisits  in  a  dream  the  sacred  ground 
Of  childhood's  home,  and  brings  the  holier  part 
Of  life  to  memory,  ere  the  city's  wall 
Shut  out  the  joyous  birds'  wild  caroling. 
Shut  out  the  tender  music  of  the  Spring, 
The  primrose  pale,  and  daffodil,  and  all 
Cxlad  sights  and  sounds  that  herald  Summer  near. 
Yet  even  from  the  close  and  narrow  street 
There  comes  a  whisper  of  an  air  more  sweet, 
Here  to  my  lowly  chamber, — even  here  ! 
O  !   for  a  day  to  tread  the  greenwood  sod, 
Lie  in  a  dell  alone,  and  dream  of  God  ! 


EVE.— A  SONNET. 

Lo  !  where  she  comes,  of  beauty  all  divine, 

Fresh  from  the  Maker's  hand.     Oh  !  wondrous  fiiir  ! 
Creation's  miracle  !     Her  breath's  sweet  air 

Makes  rich  the  roses  that  her  i)ath  entwine. 

Such  majesty  of  grace  in  her  doth  shine, 

Such  loveliness  of  form  that  naught  most  rare 
Of  earthly  beauty  may  with  her  compare, — 

And  perfect  form  doth  purest  soul  enshrine. 

Lo  !  where  she  walks  at  purpling  dawn  of  day, 
New  earth's  new  Queen ;  all  Nature  wakes  to  see, 
Rich  song  is  poured  on  her  from  every  tree. 

The  lamb  and  sweet  gazelle  around  her  play. 
Great  Mother  of  all  humankind  to  be. 

The  glad  Earth  greets  thee  and  thy  tender  sway  ! 


PSALM  FOR  MEMORIAL-DAY. 

O  SPLENDOR  of  a  perfect  day  ! 

Rich  with  the  gifts  of  gladsome  Spring 
And  must  the  glory  pass  away  ? 

Where  thymy-scented  breezes  stray, 
Sweet-laden  bees  are  on  the  wing : 
O  splendor  of  a  perfect  day  ! 

In  wide-branched  elm  their  roundelay 
The  thrush  and  joyous  linnet  sing  : 
And  must  the  glory  pass  away  ? 

The  woodbine  and  the  lilacs  gay 

To  field  and  lane  their  fragrance  bring 
O  splendor  of  a  perfect  day  ! 

The  daffodils  in  rich  array 

Their  golden  wealth  o'er  meadows  flin: 
And  must  the  glory  pass  away  ? 
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Ijiit  th(jiigh  the  glory  shall  dccav, 

Its  memory  to  the  heart  will  cling  : 
Too  soon,  alas  !   to  })ass  away, — 
O  si)lendor  of  a  ] perfect  day  ! 


A  SPRING  HYMN  FOR  MAY-DAY. 

What  joyful  message  dost  thou  bring, 

O  sweet-breath' d  Spring  ! 
That  e'en  the  city,  sombre  clad, 

Thy  voice  makes  glad  ; 
Through  town  and  woodland,  street  and  knoll, 

Stirs  thy  strong  soul  ? 

My  spirit  seeks,  with  early  morn, 

Thy  joys  new-born  : 
The  tender  green  that  thou  hast  laid 

On  each  fair  glade ; 
The  budding  branches  of  the  elms 

In  wood's  sweet  i:ealms; 

Meek  violets,  golden  daffodils, 

By  babbling  rills ; 
Glad  piping  of  the  merry  thrush 

In  hawthorn  bush ; 
And  meadow  rich  with  many  a  hue, 

Bright  with  fresh  dew. 
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A  SrA'LVG   IIYMX  FOR  MA  Y-DA  Y. 

While  now  all  Nature  wakes  to  sing 

Thy  praise,  O  Spring  ! 
Over  the  city  and  its  cares 

Waft  thy  sweet  airs ; 
That  toiling  men,  and  busy  street, 

Thee,  too,  may  greet ! 
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A  MOUNTAIN  SONG. 

Climb,  iron  steed,  the  mountain  side  ; 

The  torrent  roars,  the  blast  is  keen : 
By  the  steep  forests  gHde, 
Leaping  the  chasm  wide 

And  deep  ravine. 

Fanned  by  the  gracious  winds  that  blow. 
On  mountain  height  my  stand  I  take ; 

Bathed  in  midsmiimer's  glow. 

Fair  valleys  spread  below, 
Wide  shining  lake. 

The  sim  with  newest  splendor  peeps 

Through  pine-tree  tops  aslant  the  morn ; 
Calm  watch  the  heron  keeps, 
Fearless  the  squirrel  leaps 


From  bough  to  thorn. 
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Now  all  the  west  is  gloricMis,  dyed 

In  i)iiri)le,  green,  and  burnished  gold; 

Anon  the  moon  doth  ride, 

Full-orbed  in  silver  jjride, 
'Midst  starry  fold. 


GOOD-NIGHT ! 

Good-night  to  thee,  my  Love — good-night ! 

The  stars  their  silent  vigils  keep, 
And  with  her  soft  and  silvery  light 

The  Moon  doth  at  thy  casement  peep. 

Good-night — good-night !     Fair  be  thy  dreams, 
May  naught  of  earth  disturb  thy  rest ; 

Sleep  well,  my  Love,  till  morning  beams, 
And  the  lark  springs  from  his  dewy  nest. 

All  day  I  wander  glad  with  thee. 

But  Night  doth  steal  thee  from  my  side  ; 

No  marvel  Night  should  envious  be, 
My  Eleanore,  my  joy,  my  bride  ! 

And  though  he  hides  thee  from  my  view, " 

I  still  have  thy  diviner  part ; 
Night  cannot  steal  thy  beauty  too. 
Which  dwells  enshrined  in  my  heart. 
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Asleep  is  every  l)U(l  and  flower  ; 

'I'he  glow-worm's  light  is  in  the  vale ; 
The  (jwl  awakes  in  lonely  tower, 

And  plaintful  sings  the  nightingale. 

And  lo  !  with  what  a  mournful  sighing 
Murmurs  the  Summer  wind  around  ! 

The  Summer  breeze  is  dying— dying, 
Along  the  loved  and  hallowed  ground  ; 

Where,  'mid  the  dews  of  roseate  Morn, 

It  gladly  met  thee  from  the  lea ; 
But  now  it  languisheth  forlorn, 

Sighing  for  thee,  Love,  sighing  for  thee  ! 

Good-night — good-night  !   my  Lady,  rest ! 

Fair  be  thy  dreams,  thy  slumbers  light  : 
Till  the  lark  springs  from  his  dewy  nest, 

Good-night,  my  Love  !  good-night,  good-night ! 


THE  KING  OF  YVETOT. 

[From  the  French  of  Beranger.] 

There  was  a  king  of  Yvetot, 

By  history  little  heeded  ; 
Sleeping  early — waking  slow, 

Sound  rest  no  glory  needed  : 
With  cotton  night-cap  plain,  instead 
Of  golden  crown,  Jane  decked  his  head, 

'Tis  said. 
Ho  !   ho  !  ho  !   ho  !     Ha  !   ha  !   ha  !   ha  ! 
What  a  good  little  king  !     Ta-ra-la, 
Ta-ra-la  ! 

In  his  straw-thatched  palace  he 
Partook  of  four  meals  daily, 
And  on  a  donkey,  leisurely. 

Rode  through  his  kingdom  gayly : 
Thinking  no  ill,  and  void  of  pride, 
A  dog  sole  escort  of  his  ride 
Supplied. 
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Ho  !  lio  !  ho  !   ho  !     Ha  !   ha  !   ha  !  ha 
good  lil 
Ta-ra-la 


^^'hat  a  good  little  king  I     'J'a-ra-la 


No  costly  tastes  did  he  jjossess, 
Save  one, — a  quenchless  thirst ; 

But  while  the  cause  of  happiness, 
Should  kings,  pray,  fare  the  worst  ? 

His  majesty,  without  ado, 

A  quart  from  e\ery  hogshead  drew, 
His  due. 

Ho!   ho!  ho!   ho!     Ha!   ha!  ha!   ha! 

What  a  good  little  king  !     1  a-ra-la, 
Ta-ra-la  I 


He  sought  not  to  enlarge  his  states. 

Nor  neighbor  incommode ; 
And,  model  for  all  potentates, 

Took  pleasure  for  his  code  : 
But  once  his  people's  tears  did  flow, 
AMien  mourning  him  by  Death's  fell  blow 
Laid  low. 
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Ho  !  ho  !   ho  !   ho  \     Ha  \  ha  !   ha  !   ha  ! 
What  a  good  Httle  king  I     Ta-ra-la, 
Ta-ra-la  ! 

Of  this  good  prince,  so  loved  of  yore, 

The  features  you  may  view 
On  sign -board  o'er  a  tavern  door, 

Famed  all  the  province  through  : 
There  very  oft,  on  festive  days, 
The  folk  thus  mingle  with  their  lays 

His  praise, — 
Ho  !  ho  !  ho  !   ho  !      Ha  !   ha  !   ha  !   ha  ! 
What  a  good  little  king  !     Ta-ra-la, 

Ta-ra-la  ! 

[Pierre  Jean  de  Beranger,  the  famous  French  song-writer, 
sometimes  called  the  "  Burns  of  France,"  was  born  in  Paris  in 
1780,  of  quite  obscure  parents.  His  first  collection  of  songs  ap- 
peared in  1815.  He  died  in  1857.  His  popularity  in  France  has 
been  universal, — greater,  perhaps,  than  any  other  poet,  ancient 
or  modern.  He  passes,  indeed,  among  persons  of  good  judgment 
as  the  greatest  lyric  poet  of  the  age.  Yvetot  (pronounced  "eevto") 
is  a  French  town  twenty  miles  norih-west  of  Rouen,  on  the  rail- 
road to  Havre.     The  title  of  "  Roi  d' Yvetot"   (King  of  Yvetot) 
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was  assumed  by  a  lord  of  a  little  principality  in  that  region  in 
the  eleventh  century.  This  title  was  borne  for  five  centuries,  but 
in  the  sixteenth  century  the  title  of  kinj^  was  changed  to  "  Prince 
Souverain,"  and  later  the  idea  of  sovereignty  disapjieared.  The 
song  of  "  Le  Roi  d'Yvetot"  was  probably  intendetl  as  a  satire 
on  Napoleon  I.] 


SUMMER  NIGHT. 

SERENADE. 

The  moonlight  sleeps  upon  the  lake, 

Love's  star  is  shining  bright ; 
The  nightingale's  soft  notes  awake 

Sweet  echoes  of  the  night ; 
Then  come,  Love,  come  !  more  fair  shall  be 
The  summer  night,  beholding  thee. 
()  come.  Love,  come  ! 

The  murmuring  wave  doth  kiss  the  shore, 

The  zephyrs  fondly  sigh ; 
The  spirit  of  sweet  love  broods  o'er 

Still  earth  and  starlit  sky ; 
Then  come.  Love,  come  !  and  night  will  be 
More  richly  fair,  beholding  thee. 
O  come,  Love,  come  ! 
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VWK   NI(;!n'I\C;ALE; 


OR,   SIX  IV  YEARS  A(;(). 


In  the  i)ath  by  the  hedge,  where  the  wild  roses  hlow. 
All  pensive  I  wandered,  my  heart  full  of  love  ; 

And  naught  did  I  heed  l)ut  the  soft  grass  below, 
Naught  heard    l)ut    the    nightingale's   song    from 
above. 


The  moon  had  just  risen,  one  star  trembled  pale, 
The  sweet  evening  breezes  stirred  light  on  the  lea  ; 

The  silent  eve  brooded  o'er  hill  and  o'er  vale. 
And  only  the  nightingale  sang  on  the  tree. 

Just  then  a  light  step — how  my  heart  was  made  glad  ! 

A  rustling  of  roses — a  form  at  the  gate  ; 
Now  in  beauty  complete  the  soft  landscape  seemed 
clad, 
While  the  nightingale  tenderly  sang  to  its  mate. 
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We  walked  on  in  silence ;  but  how  my  soul  longed, 
In  the  sweet  summer  moonlight,  to  tell  all  my 
love  ! 

No  words  could  I  find  for  the  feelings  that  thronged 
l\\  my  heart,  as  the  nightingale  warbled  above. 


Ah  !  don't  you  remember,  Kate,  long-cherished  wife, 
That  evening    of  June  when  we  plighted   love's 

\"0W  ? 

I  whispered — "  I  love  you,  Kate,  dearer  than  life  !" 
And  sweetly  the  nightingale  sang  on  the  bough. 


And  I  listened  to  hear  your  fond  lisping  reply. 
As  slowly  in  silence  we  wandered  along ; 

How  trembled  my  heart  as  the  moments  flew  by ! 
And  nothing  I  heard  but  the  nightingale's  song. 


Then  you  suddenly  paused  ;  and  I  saw  the  tears  start. 
Like  the  dew-drops  that  on  the  blue  violets  hang ; 

And  under  the  starlight  you  pledged  me  your  heart. 
While  softer  and  sweeter  the  nightingale  sang. 
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'Tuas  long,  long  ago,  Kate,  in  life's  golden  prime; 
And  the  years,  they  have  vanished,  their  joys  and 
their  jjain  ; 
Yet  I  hear  oft  in  fancy  the  sweet  evening  (  hinie. 
Your  fond  vows,  and  the  nightingale's  s(jng  in  the 
lane. 

l]iit   now  we'\e  grown  uld,   Kate;  and  when   life  is 
done, 
And  we  quietly  sleep  in  the  grave,  \ou  and  I, 
May  we  rest  near  the  spot  where  your  heart  1  first 
won, 
While  the  nightingale  carols  its  sweet  lullaby. 


HARD  TIMES; 

OR,  THE  laborer's  WIFE. 

Thus  days,  weeks,  months,  since  I  could  call  thee 
mine, 

Adown.  have  rolled  into  the  eternal  sea ; 

And  many  stars  of  bright  expectancy 
In  our  life's  firmament  now  dimly  shine. 
Some  vanished  quite.     Nor  yet  dost  thou  repine. 

But,  bearing  on  thy  way  most  patiently, 

Prayest  alway  for  better  days  to  be. 
Clothed  on  with  resignation, — robe  divine  ! 
Ah  !  could  we  see  the  rainbow's  glorious  span 

Beauteously  arching  o'er  the  coming  days  ! 
•    What  though  it  be  forbidden  us  to  raise 
The  veil  that  hides  the  future  from  our  scan, 
Thou,  meek,  wilt  question  not  the  Almighty  plan, 

Trusting  thy  God  to  justify  His  ways. 
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FIX)S  FLORUM. 


IN  MKMORV  OF   FLORA. 


()  MV  lf)vcd  child  I   most  innocent  I   most  swuct  I 
My  Flora,  whither  tend  thy  gentle  feet? 
Morn  is  not  fair  without  thee,  day  is  drear  ; 
Life's  Lrlorv  fadeth  since  we  missed  thee  here. 


&' 


"4 Whither,  my  Flora,  whither?" — thus  I  sigh. 
When  night's  pale  stars  are  trembling  o'er  the  sky  : 
Thy  voice  the  whispering  bree/es  seem  to  bear; 
l^Hit  my  soul's  treasure,  where  art  thou?     O  where? 

1  call  in  vain  ;   mine  eyes  shall  ne'er  behold 

On  earth  thy  angel  form,  nor  arms  enfold  : 

Sweet  comfort  comes: — Behold,  beyond  the  tomb. 

My  earthly  flower  in  Heaven's  fair  fields  doth  bloom  ! 
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''NEVER  DESPAIR!" 

When  the  clouds,  gathering  o'er  thee,  so  darken  the  sky 
That  the  dim  sun  of  hope  thou  canst  scarcely  descry ; 
When  mutters  the  storm  through  the  thick,   troubled 

air, 
Yet,  courage  !   look  upward  !  and  never  despair  ! 

When  grief  shall  assail  thee,  and  care  cloud  thy  brow ; 
When,  by  lingering  pain,  or  by  sickness,  laid  low, 
Think — though  of  life's  ills  thou  hast  more  than  thy 

share — 
''Whom    God    loveth    He    chasteneth;"    and    never 

despair  ! 

If  calumny  smite  thee  with  venomous  dart. 

Yet  smile,  if  thou  canst,  e'en  while  feeling  the  smart. 

Keep  the  straight  path  of  life, — for  the   rest  have  no 

care ; 
Trust  in  God  and  thy  conscience ;  and  never  despair ! 
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If  poverty  enter  th\'  door,  K^'i'^"'  ^^'""1  rold. 

Oh,  patiently  wait  till  his  tale  he  hath  told  ! 

A  little  will  warm  him, — so  frugal  of  fare  ; 

And  his  faint  smile  shall  say  to  thee,  "  Never  desj^air !" 

Wouldst  thou  pass  through  life's  perilous  journey  un- 
harmed ? 
'(iainst  tem})tation's  insidious  ai)proach  he  thou  armed  ; 
For  thy  shield,  a  strong  will  ;   for  thy  wea[jon,  a  prayer  ; 
Do  resolute  battle  ;  and  never  despair  I 

Doth  pale,  shadowy  doubt  ever  harass  thy  soul  ? 
Behold  the  bright  worlds  through  the  firmament  roll  I 
The  Being  who  launched,  and  still  poiseth  them  there. 
Keeps  faithful  watch  o'er  thee  ;  so,  never  despair  I 

Oh,  never  despair  1     When,  o'er  bfe's  ocean  passed, 
To  a  haven  of  rest  faith  shall  guide  thee  at  last, 
Thy  loved  ones  to  welcome  and  God's  smile  to  share ; 
Then,  weary  one.  comfort  ! — why  shoiildst  thou  despair  ? 


THE  FACTORY  GIRL'S  LETTER. 

Dear  Kate,  I  thank  you  from  my  heart 
For  your  fond  letter  of  to-day ; 
It  chased  some  sullen  thoughts  away, 

And  gave  me  back  my  better  part. 

For  words  of  kindness  breathed  therein, 
With  tender  recollections  fraught, 
Words  of  love,  wherein  I  caught 

A  glimpse  of  life  beyondthe  din, — 

The  hard,  unceasing,  swift  turmoil 
That  forms  my  daily  factory  life  :  — 
A  moment  pausing  from  the  strife, 

I  snatched  a  joy  amidst  the  toil. 

A  moment  paused,  one  hand  aside, 
With  stealthy  gaze  your  words  to  con  : 
The  other  hand  by  rote  worked  on, 

I  knew  it  was  a  joy  denied. 
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And  then,  with  caj^cr,  rapid  glance, 
I  read  (my  tears  fell  on  the  page); 
But  soon  our  foreman's  |)etty  rage 

Deprived  me  of  my  stolen  chance. 

"  Idle  !"  he  cried  ;   "  you  understand 
We'll  have  those  work  that  take  our  pay  ! 
Then,  in  his  hard  and  cruel  way, 

He  struck  your  letter  from  my  hand. 

No  word  I  spoke ;  but,  dearest  Kate, 
Wild  and  strange  thoughts  arose  within  ; 
My  heart  (I  think  it  was  no  sin) 

Rebelled  against  my  destined  fate. 

Why  have  we  souls,  if  endless  toil 
Must  chain  us  to  the  factory  loom? 
Our  lives  are  choked,  there  is  no  room 

For  spirit's  growth  amid  the  coil. 

For  hardly  can  our  bodies  grow 

For  want  of  free  and  healthy  space ; 
A  stunted  form,  dim  eye,  pale  face 

In  manv  a  one  attest  it  so. 
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Oh  !   not  (rod's  law,  but  man's  device 
Rules  o'er  the  loom  and  whirring  wheels 
Mammon,  the  god  to  whom  he  kneels, 

Young  flesh  and  blood  the  sacrifice  ! 

Oft  dream  I  of  the  pleasant  fields, 
Where  in  a  happy  home  you  dwell. 
The  sunny  hill, — the  quiet  dell, — 

All  childhood's  haunts  that  memory  yields; 

Where  daisies  whiten  all  the  plain, 
With  russet  clover  in  between. 
And  the  pale  cowslip,  faintly  seen. 

And  violets  in  the  shaded  lane. 

That  v/inding  lane, — how  dear  to  me 
Its  every  shrub  and  peeping  flower. 
Where,  sheltered  from  the  noontide  hour. 

We  walked  with  Health  and  Liberty ; 

And  rested  on  the  cool,  green  slope. 
The  streamlet  murmuring  at  our  feet; 
And  you  and  I  held  counsel  sweet. 

And  planned  a  future  full  of  hope  ! 
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Oh,  happy  Kate  !   to  dwell  serene 

Where  passed  our  childhood's  joyous  time, 
And  not  to  waste  your  youthful  prime 

In  crowded  city's  stifled  scene. 

Oh,  hap])y  mother  I   hapj)y  wife  I 
Love  is  around  your  path  entwined  ; 
You  walk  the  path  by  (lod  assigned, 

Fulfilling  all  the  ends  of  life. 

****** 

My  toil  is  over  for  the  day, 

I  sit  alone  and  dream  of  you  : 

Again  I  read  your  letter  through, 
Again  my  thoughts  fly  far  away; 

Till  Memory  brings  the  past  again, 

And  Fancy,  by  her  blessed  light, 

Reveals  a  future  fair  and  bright. 
Like  April  sunshine  after  rain. 

Dear  Kate,  good-night !     If  you  were  here, — 
While  you  and  I  love's  session  hold. 
Lisping  fond  nothings  as  of  old, — 

A  word  I'd  whisper  in  your  ear. 
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To  him  who  holds  my  heart  in  pledge 
I  come,  my  heart  to  give,  ere  long ; 
When  woods' are  glad  with  linnet's  song, 

And  wild  rose  decks  the  summer  hedge. 


MAV-MORX. 

FROM     THE    (;KRMAX    OK    I'lUUPP    MF.\(;KS. 

Vet  all  is  still, 

Xo  breeze  doth  stir; 
Yet  lingereth  Heaven's 
Pale  voyager ; 
So  calmly  looks  down  on  the  calm-flowing  river. 
An  emblem  of  Love,  and  a  marvel  forever  I 

The  stillness  breaks, 

'i'he  morning  dawns ; 
Lo  I   in  the  East 

The  purpbng  lawns ; 
See  I   wider  and  wider  the  purple  fields  growing  ; 
'Tis  sunrise  !  and  Karth  with  new  splendor  is  glowing. 

The  ground  is  l)right 

With  morning  dew, 
That  mirrors  back 

The  Heaven's  blue : 
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Thus  Heaven  Earth  kisses  at  Spring's  sweet  returning, 
And  answers  with  blisses  Hope's  joyfullest  yearning. 

The  zephyr  mild 

Soft  pleasure  weaves 
For  growing  buds 
And  dancing  leaves ; 
All  nature  Love  rules, — who  can  doubt  in  beholding 
The  dew-drops  that  deck  the  sweet  rose's  unfolding? 

On  every  side 

Rejoicing  song 
Doth  greet  the  Morn, — 
O  blissful  throng  ! 
The  branches  are  loud  with  the  glad  songs  of  greeting. 
My  heart  their  sweet  echo  is  ever  repeating. 

How  all  doth  live  ! 

How  loveth  all ! 

How  answereth  each 

To  other's  call ! 

O  Spring  !  at  thy  breathing  comes  whisper  of  Heaven, 

To  the  soul  of  all  Nature  love's  rapture  is  given. 


A/.n-MOAW.  6 1 

Cilad  through  the  vale 

I  wander  free, 
The  lofty  hills 
Encircle  me  ; 
M\-  footstei)s   may  stray,    yet   not   hopeless   I   wander, 
The  pathway  to  Peace  ever  open  lies  yonder. 


TO  QUINCTIUS.^^ 

Translation  of  Horace's  iilh  Ode,  Book  2d. 

What  the  Cantabrian's  warlike  plan, 
Forbear,  O  Qiiinctius,  more  to  scan, — 
Or  Scythian's,  shielded  well  from  thee 
By  yon  broad  Adriatic  Sea ; 
Nor  be  thou  troubled  how  to  lead 
A  life  that  doth  so  little  need. 
For  backward  ever  fly  apace 
Tender  Youth  and  airy  Grace, 
And  withered  Age  doth  put  to  flight 
Wanton  loves  and  slumbers  light. 


*  The  family  of  Quinctius  was  one  of  the  most  ancient  and 
considerable  in  Rome,  and  was  ranked  in  the  patrician  order  by 
Tullus  Hostilius.  Although  he  lived  in  Rome  in  a  quiet  house, 
far  from  the  alarms  of  war,  yet  his  fate,  and  that  of  the  empire, 
appeared  to  Quinctius  very  uncertain.  He  was  continually  pro- 
viding against  accidents  which  w^ere  never  likely  to  happen,  and 
brought  upon  himself  a  real  evil  by  his  cares  and  endeavors  to 
avoid  a  chimerical  one.  Horace,  in  this  ode,  advises  his  friend 
to  lay  aside  this  anxious  and  foreboding  temper. 
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N(jt  alway  do  the  Howcrs  of  Spring 
Retain  their  ])loom  unvarying, 
Nor  shines  the  l)lushing  Moon  on  high 
With  self-same  face.     'I'hen,  Quinctius,  why 
Dost  thou  fatigue  thy  mortal  mind 
"With  schemes  for  mortals  not  designed  ? 
Why  not,  in  careless  ease  thus  laid 
Beneath  the  lofty  plane-tree's  shade. 
Or  else  this  })ine,  drink  while  we  can, 
Anoint  with  nard  Assyrian, 
And  rose-perfume  our  silvery  hair, 
While  Bacchus  all-devouring  Care 
vShall  drive  away?     What  boy  of  thine, 
Our  cups  of  hot  Falernian  wine 
To  temper,  will  the  cjuickest  fly 
To  the  stream  that  trickleth  by  ? 
A\'ho  will  lure  from  home  to-day 
Lyde,  wanton  runaway  ? 
Bid  her,  boy,  at  our  desire. 
Hither  haste  with  ivory  lyre. 
And  hair  bound  back  with  graceful  cin-1, 
In  fashion  like  a  Spartan  girl. 


AN  INVITATION. 

Hither  !  to  the  sunny  fields, 

Weary  child  of  toil ; 
Thine  the  gifts  that  Nature  yields, 

Balmy  air  and  soil. 

Listen  to  the  linnet's  song, 

Joyous  all  the  day ; 
Watch  the  swallows'  mazy  throng. 

Be  as  glad  as  they. 

Climb  with  me  the  breezy  hill, 
Wander  o'er  the  down  ; 

Linger  at  the  quiet  rill, 
Far  from  busy  town. 

Rest  at  noon  in  leafy  wood, 
Haunt  of  babbling  rook  ; 

Read  awhile,  in  pensive  mood, 
Nature's  glorious  book. 
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Home  the  gathered  wisdom  take, 
Fresh  from  Nature's  scroll ; 

Place  of  sunshine  shall  it  make, 
(iarnered  in  thv  soul. 


HOME,  WIFE,  AND  CHILDREN. 

When  evening  draws  the  veil  o'er  garish  day. 
The  laborer  homeward  wends  his  weary  way  ; 
Released  from  toils  that  form  his  daily  lot, 
He  tu'rns  his  steps  towards  his  humble  cot. 
(Though  coarse  his  fare,  and  scant  his  means  of  life, 
Thought  of  his  children  and  a  loving  wife 
Makes  rich  amends  for  all  his  toil  and  strife.) 
As  fades  the  last  ray  of  the  setting  sun. 
His  home  is  reached,  his  daily  task  is  done ; 
His  young  ones  watching  at  the  open  door 
He  sees  with  joy,  and  hastens  on  the  more. 
Within,  the  housewife,  partner  of  his  weal. 
Prepares  with  busy  hand  the  evening  meal, 
Nor  heeds  his  wished  approach  until  the  cry 
Of  welcome  sounds  without  so  cheerily. 
Arrived  within,  she  greets  him  with  a  smile 
And  sweet  caress,— the  welcome  home  ;   the  while 
He  glances  at  the  sleeping  infant  near. 
With  joyful  look  which  says,  '^  My  home  is  here  !" 
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O  SUL TRV  day  I 
O  weary  way  ! 

Here  in  this  wood 

To  halt  were  good, 
Soft  bank  of  green, — 
Inviting  scene  ! 

Shoes  off — 'twere  best ; 

So  take  my  rest. 

Sweet  bird,  I  hear 

Thy  song  so  clear, 
So  fine, — but  thee, 
Ah  I   could  I  see  ! 

Still  warble  thou 

On  the  cool  bouLdi 


*  Translated  from  the  German  of  Philipp  Menges. 
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That  hides  thy  nest 
Oh  I   bravely  sing  ! 

And  to  my  rest 
Sweet  dreaming  bring. 


NOW  OR  NEVER. 

A  worthy  Quaker  thus  wrote;  "  I  expect  to  pass  through  this 
world  but  once;  if,  therefore,  there  be  any  kindness  I  can  show, 
or  any  good  thing  I  can  do  to  any  fellow  human  being,  let  me  do 
it  now.  Let  me  not  defer  or  neglect  it,  for  I  will  not  pass  this 
Avay  again." 

Once, — only  once, — no  other  time  shall  I, 
A  pilgrim  journeying  to  the  realms  on  high, 
Pass  through  this  world  unto  Eternity. 

If,  therefore,  on  my  journey  as  I  go, 

I  can  assuage  some  laboring  brother's  woe, 

And  on  my  way  some  kindness  e'er  bestow, 

0  let  me  do  it  now  I     Let  not  in  vain 
The  sufferer  or  the  weary  one  complain  ; 

1  shall  not,  surely,  pass  this  way  again. 
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Why  is  one  spot  of  earth  supremely  blest, 

In  the  whole  world  placed  high  above  the  rest  ? 

When  that  alone  is  named,  why  charmed  the  ear, 

Why  beats  the  heart,  why  falls  the  ready  tear  ? 

What  music  can  one  little  word  contain 

To  touch  the  soul  with  pleasure  or  with  pain ; 

To  haunt  the  memory  like  some  air  divine. 

And  sweetly  round  our  daily  thoughts  entwine  ? 

That  little  word  is  one  of  magic  sound, 

Whose  potent  spell  is  felt  the  wide  world  round ; 

Yes,  in  whatever  land  our  footsteps  roam. 

The  universal  voice, — the  voice  of  Home  ! 

When  earth  first  hailed  its  ruling  spirit,  Man, 
The  crowning  work  of  Heaven's  creative  plan, — 
While  yet  he  looked  upon  the  Avorld  alone. 
And  saw  no  portion  that  was  not  his  own, — 
One  spot  above  the  rest  God  set  apart 
And  ornamented  with  divinest  art : 
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A  garden  i)lantc(l  full  of  every  grace 

That  could  adorn  the  first  man's  resting-place : 

All  that  could  charm  the  ear  or  please  the  eye, 

Or  lead  the  mind  to  rapt  communing  high, 

Was  found  in  this  fair  i)rincipality. 

Here  Adam  d\\elt,  nor  knew  the  sweat  of  brow. 

Now  the  doomed  fate  of  mortals  here  below, — 

Serenely  dwelt,  with  not  a  care  to  cloud 

That  open  gaze  to  which  all  creatures  bowed  ; 

Dwelt  with  contentment  and  with  peace  around, 

Ere  yet  the  curse  compelled  to  till  the  ground. 

So  reigned  he,  with  as  yet  no  tender  mate 
To  share  the  glory  of  his  regal  state. 
Behold  approaching  Eve's  fair  form  divine. 
Half  shrouded  by  the  tendrils  of  the  vine. 
And  brushing  in  her  path  the  rose's  dew 
That  blushed  more  deeply  as  she  came  to  view  : 
No  flower  so  fair  in  all  that  garden  grew. 
''  O  fairest  Eve,  my  queen  and  beauteous  bride, 
To  this  glad  earth  which  God  hath  sanctified 
I  welcome  thee:   thou  art  its  chiefest  gem. 
Prime  jewel  of  my  kingly  diadem  : 
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Shine  there,  and  learn  with  me  to  praise  and  bless 
The  author  of  our  daily  happiness." 
Thus  said  our  sire,  with  fond,  admiring  gaze 
That  spake  more  fully  than  his  words  could  praise. 
And  Eve  replied,  "  My  master  and  my  king, 
'Tis  thine  to  reign,  while  I  obedience  bring." 
Thus  blessed  the  pair,  and  Eden's  leafy  grove 
Was  the  first  Home  of  happiness  and  love. 
And  so,  wherever  in  life's  daily  round 
True  love  and  social  fellowship  are  found. 
Whatever  be  the  land  that  claims  our  birth. 
There  Eden  shines,  a  Heaven  upon  earth. 

Sequestered  far  from  life's  tumultuous  din. 
From  scenes  of  crowded  toil  and  crowded  sin. 
The  village  maiden  passed  her  lowly  days 
In  duty's  walk,  and  sought  no  meed  of  praise. 
The  household  cares  employed  her  willing  mind. 
Those  pleasing  cares  that  leave  no  shade  behind ; 
And  still  her  only  pastime  was  to  roam 
Free  as  the  air  around  her  mountain  home. 
To  note  the  mountain  flower  that  blossomed  wild 
And  claimed  her  love, — she,  too,  was  nature's  child. 
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And  nature  shed  her  sweetest  influence 
And  ])urit\'  upon  her  soul  ;   and  lience 
The  grace  that  shone  throughout  lier  every  deed 
And  word,  and  gentle  movement,  did  proceed. 
She  loved  the  glory  of  a  setting  sun, 
And  lingered  often  when  night  had  begun 
To  show  her  jewelled  splendor  to  the  earth  ; 
Then  wandered  ])ensive  to  her  homely  hearth. 
Light  were  her  slumbers,  while  ethereal  gleams 
Of  saintly  visions  brightened  all  her  dreams. 
The  lark,  iipspringing  from  the  golden  corn, 
Gave  his  glad  welcome  to  the  coming  morn. 
She  rose  in  haste,  her  simjjle  toilet  made. 
And  heard  the  wakening  music  of  the  glade. 
At  summer  noons  the  shaded  stream  she'd  seek, 
And  there,  in  silent  contemplation  meek. 
Await  the  passing  of  the  sultry  hour  ; 
Or,  seated  in  her  jasmine-covered  bower. 
In  fancy  frame  sweet  converse  from  the  note 
Of  thrush  or  gentle  linnet's  joyous  throat. 
She  loved  her  native  woods  and  native  hills, 
She  knew  by  heart  the  murmur  of  the  rills; 

lO 


74  HOME. 

She  loved  the  lofty  mountain  towering  high 
Above  the  plain  in  simple  majesty  : 
She  loved  the  cottage  which  had  seen  her  birth, 
Her  home, — the  dearest  spot  to  her  on  earth. 

And  now,  when  eighteen  summers  past  had  flown, 
And  on  her  all  their  beauty  had  bestown, 
While  loitering  by  the  margin  of  the  brook, 
From  many  a  youth  she  caught  the  sidelong  look 
That  love's  sweet  adoration  plainly  said, 
While  o'er  her  cheek  the  infant  blushes  spread. 
But  no  one  swain  of  all  the  youths  she  sees 
Around  her  can  her  maiden  fancy  please : 
They  were  too  rude,  untaught  by  nature's  lore; 
Too  much  of  earth  they  seemed ;  their  faces  wore 
No  trace  of  lofty  thought  aspiring  high 
To  comprehend  great  nature's  mystery. 
But  once  a  stranger  youth  had  crossed  her  path, 
And  sought  the  simple  welcome  of  her  hearth ; 
A  youth  of  nobler  mien  than  all  the  rest. 
Whose  memory  was  embalmed  in  her  breast. 
And  when  he  came  again  and  whispered  love. 
His  gentle  wooing  she  did  not  reprove ; 
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But  in  soft  language,  unadorned  by  art, 
Confessed  the  tender  secret  of  her  heart. 
And  now  a  wife,  she  bids  a  fond  adieu 
To  all  the  scenes  her  early  childhood  knew  : 
Far  distant  now  the  home  to  which  with  ]jride 
And  heart-felt  joy  the  stranger  bears  his  bride. 
Arrived  at  last,  she  sees  with  wondering  eyes 
From  lordly  park  a  lordly  mansion  rise, 
And  wonders  still  to  hear  herself  addressed 
By  name  that  jjlainly  now  her  rank  confessed. 
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Oh,  Love  is  for  Spring-time, — the  beautiful  Spring-time, 
When    soft    warblings    awake    on    the    blossoming 
bough ; 

And  Love  is  for  youth  and  for  sweet-hearted  maidens, 
With  a  glory  of  Spring  shining  fair  o'er  the  brow. 

Oh,  Love  is  for  Summer, — the  full-breasted  Summer, 
When  the  fields  are  aglow  with  bright  sunshine  and 
song  ; 
And  Love  is  for  woman,  and  triumphing  manhood, 
With   the    young   love   of  Spring  in  life's  Summer 
grown  strong. 

Oh,  Love  is  for  Autumn, — gold-garmented  Autumn, 
When  in  harvest  of  beauty  outlaughs  the  glad  soil ; 

And  Love  is  for  home,  with  its  joy  and  its  sorrow. 
And  its  voices  of  children,  and  solace  from  toil. 

Oh,  Love  is  for  Winter, — the  snowy-robed  Winter, 
When  Earth  sleeps  till  Spring  shall  its  glories  recall ; 

And  Love  is  for  Age,  time  of  rest  from  life's  battling, 
With  its  dreams  of  a  season  far  brighter  than  all. 
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Oh,  Love  is  forever — endureth  forever  1 

Eternally  shines  ])right  and  pure,  without  leaven'; 

A  herald  divine,  with  Ciod's  message  to  mortals, 

Love  hut  visits  the  luirth,  for  its  home  is  in  Heaven  ! 


TO-DAY  AND  YESTERDAY. 

But  yesterday  so  free  of  care, 

To-day  demure  and  pensive  grown  : 

Whence  is  that  sad  and  thoughtful  air  ? 
Why  hath  her  merry  girlhood  flown  ? 

But  yesterday  so  blithe  and  gay, 
None  so  careless  or  so  free ; 

The  soaring  lark  at  break  of  day 
Not  more  blithe  and  gay  than  she. 

Sporting  on  a  sunny  lawn, 

With  some  playmates  of  her  choice. 
Running,  bounding  like  a  fawn — 

I  saw  her,  heard  her  laughing  voice. 

Her  step  so  light,  it  scarcely  bent 
The  little  daisy's  crimson  crest; 

Her  tresses  in  disorder  blent — 
The  very  spirit  of  unrest. 
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Ail  this  hut  yesterday;   then  why 

Is  she  sudden  grown  so  coy, 
'So  timid,  quiet,  and  so  shy  ? 

What  grave  de])ates  her  thouglits  employ? 

A  theme  that  is  not  all  of  sadness, 
Else  why  that  transient  joyous  smile? 

Nor  yet  unimpeded  gladness. 

For  note  the  rising  tear  the  while. 

Slowly  walking  through  the  mead. 

Her  eyes  bent  on  the  dewy  grass, 
I  meet  her  now— she  takes  no  heed, 

But  lets  me  unobserved  pass. 

She  loves— she  loves  !     Behold  the  sign  ; 

The  merry  girl  has  sudden  grown 
Into  the  woman  more  divine  : 

And  I  am  let't  alone— alone. 


TO    E.  R.   D. 

Ere  yet  thy  lineaments  were  grown 
Familiar  to  the  eye  and  mind, 
Awakening  thoughts  of  sweetest  kind, 

A  sister's  love  had  made  thee  known  ; 

Who  told  (with  honest  pride  of  race) 
Thy  gentle  deed  and  word  and  thought, 
Aspiring  soul  to  patience  wrought, 

And  suffering  borne  with  angel  grace. 

So  when,  with  kindliest  behest, 

They  bade  me  see  thy  village  home. 
And  there  in  happy  quiet  roam 

'Mong  all  the  scenes  that  I  loved  best, 

I  left  (well-pleased)  the  busy  town. 
The  scene  of  cares  and  crowded  toil. 
And  went  to  tread  the  happier  soil 

Of  fragrant  mead  and  breezy  down. 
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For  summer  suns  were  on  the  ])lain, 

Ripening  the  firsth'ngs  of  the  si)ring,— 
The  summer  suns  that  often  brini: 
To  city  worker  toil  and  j^ain. 

When  first  I  saw  thee  at  the  close 

Of  an  all-golden  afternoon, 

To  me  it  was  a  gracious  boon 
To  see  thee  in  thy  sweet  repose. 

The  smile  of  welcome  freely  given, 
The  frankness  of  a  proffered  hand, 
Such  gifts  that  shed  through  all  this  land 

Of  English  homes  a  ray  of  Heaven — 

All  these  were  mine:   yet  more  than  this,— 
Tlus  peace  that  brooded  o'er  the  place, 
The  kindly  looks  on  every  face. 

Made  in  my  heart  a  quiet  bliss. 

In  after-time,  when  sorrows  loom, 
The  memory  of  this  day  shall  be 
A  calm  upon  a  troubled  sea, 

A  sun -ray  piercing  through  the  gloom. 
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To  suffer,  and  yet  not  repine, 
To  bear  our  ills  with  holy  grace, 
And  not  a  cloud-spot  on  the  face. 

Hath  something  in  it  of  divine. 

And  when  I  see  the  sunny  gleam 
That  lights  the  azure  of  thine  eyes, 
Making  a  Heaven  where  it  lies, 

Something  angelic  thou  dost  seem. 

For  then  I  know  the  hero  soul 

That  burns  within  thine  earthly  form 
As  beacon  shining  through  the  storm. 

Whatever  deed,  whatever  name 
Be  blazoned  on  the  scroll  of  fame, — 
A  cheerful  sufferer  lives  sublime. 


A  SUMMER'S  DAY. 

To  wander,  when  the  sun  is  high, 
Through  fragrant  clover-russet  mead, 
Watching  the  cattle  as  they  feed ; 

Or  hear  the  summer  breezes  sigh 

By  the  sedgy  streamlet's  shade, 

Where  the  reed-warl)ler  Iniilds  his  nest, 
Or  where  the  wren  with  golden  crest 

Makes  melody;  or  in  the  glade 

To  listen  to  the  merry  shrill 

Of  grasshopi^er  ;  emerging  thence, 
To  inbreathe  elate  the  sweet  incense 

Of  woodbine  ;  or  ascend  the  hill 

To -gaze  upon  the  landscape  fair 
All-smiling  in  the  vale  below. 
And  where  the  distant  loud  halloo 

Comes  softly  borne  upon  the  air; 
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Or  through  the  golden  corn  to  walk 
At  time  of  holy  vesper  hour, 
And  note  the  azure-tinted  flower, 

And  poppy  trembling  on  its  stalk, — 

All  these  are  joys  that  summers  bring  : 
And  as  I  sit  alone  this  night, 
Their  memory  makes  the  darkness  bright 

A  gentle  voice  is  whispering. 


TO   MARY  G. 

Written  after  a  visit  to  the  Isle  of  Man. 

MoNA  :   thy  name  shall  sound  unto  mine  ear 
As  music  evermore;   thy  hills  and  vales 
Radiant  shall  be  with  golden  memories, 
Yielding  sweet  profit  for  all  after-time. 

Gem  of  the  ocean  shalt  thou  seem  to  me, 

Reflecting  joy  and  love  and  all  things  bright; 

Imagination  still  shall  picture  thee 

Fairest  of  islands  :   for  on  thy  lone  shore 

Fortune  was  kind  to  me  beyond  desert 

In  giving  me  a  friend,— more  than  a  friend ; 

That  name  were  weak  to  express  my  heart-felt 

joy; 

Heaven's  language  only  can  supply  the  rest. 
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A  CHILD'S  HEAVEN. 

Mother,  I  know  that  Heaven  is  fair, 

Of  its  glories  I've  been  told  ; 
And  I  shall  sit  in  a  golden  chair. 

And  play  on  a  harp  of  gold. 

And  I  shall  stand  with  the  angels  bright, 

A  beautiful  shining  throng, — 
With  the  angels  all  clothed  in  shining  white. 

And  singing  a  glorious  song. 

Singing  praises  around  the  holy  place 
Where  God  His  throne  hath  made ; 

And  I  shall  behold  Him  face  to  face. 
And  shall  not  be  afraid. 

Oh,  there  we  shall  suffer  no  pain  nor  fears, 

But  wander  glad  forever ; 
For  in  Heaven  are  shed  no  bitter  tears, 
And  sorrow  cometh  never. 
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'i'o  i:.  R.  I). 

On,   had  I  skill  to  sin::;  thy  |)raise 
In  accents  worthy  of  the  theme, 
The  words  should  live,  the  thoughts  should 
gleam 

With  flashing  light,  and  lend  the  jjhrase 

A  sweetness  and  a  power  combined  ; 

Then  could  I  tell  in  worthier  song 

The  graces  that  to  thee  belong, 
And  rich  adornments  of  the  mind. 

But  now  I  tread  the  lowlier  j;ath 

Of  ix)esy ;   I  may  not  soar 

To  region  of  heroic  love, 
But  s|;eak  the  language  of  the  hearth. 


For  thee  I  need  not  call  to  aid 
High-sounding  terms  of  flattery, 
Whose  greatest  pride  it  is  to  be 

An  honest-hearted  English  maid. 
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SUMMER  TIME. 


The  happy  summer  days  are  come  again  ; 

The  swallows  o'er  the  new-mown  meadow  throng; 
No  more  of  sorrow,  drive  away  dull  pain, 

'Twere  shame  to  grieve  all  joyous  things  among. 


Beauty  is  on  the  earth  and  in  the  air ; 

The  breezes  woo  the  honey-laden  flowers ; 
Earth  hath  dried  up  her  tears,  the  sun  shines  fair, 

And  pleasance  sits  in  rosy-blushing  bowers. 

III. 

Nature  is  glad,  and  laughs  with  sunlit  glee ; 

The  air  is  loud  with  all  the  feathered  choir ; 
The  corn-field  waves,  a  yellow-golden  sea, 

Whence  springs  the  lark,  and  circles  ever  higher. 
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SUMMER    TIME.  89 


In  mother's  arms  the  liai)jjy  infLint  leaps 

To  greet  the  sire  who'll  kisses  on  him  shower  ; 

The  tender  maiden  her  heart-secret  keeps, 

Till  sweet-breathed  Eve  shall  bring  the  whispering 
hour  : 


V. 

When  })eace  broods  o'er  the  lea,  and  labor  rests, 
What  time  the  curfew  on  the  breeze  is  borne, 

She'll    seek    the  haunt  where    high  the  dwarf  wren 
nests, 
And  breathe  a  love-tale  bv  the  scented  thorn. 


VI. 

The  sun  departs,  with  golden  glory  crowned  ; 

Cool  Evening  comes  to  heal  Earth's  many  scars, 
And  jjrint  her  dewy  footsteps  on  the  ground, 

While  overhead  she  lifts  her  dome  of  stars. 


90  SUMMER    TIME. 


VII. 

The  pleasant  summer  days  are  come  again, 
All  things  are  happy ;  let  us  banish  care  : 

The  all-bounteous  God  who  made  us  not  in  vain 
Decreed  that  this  our  earth  should  be  so  fair. 


VIII. 

Summer  shall  pass,  and  all  its  brightness  wane, 

The  lily  and  the  violet  must  fade  ; 
Stern  Winter  comes,  and  binds  with  icy  chain 

The  rills  that  murmured  haj^py  through  the  glade. 

IX. 

So  passes  youth,  and  cares  our  age  employ ; 

The  grave  must  close  o'er  all  whom  most  we  love, 
But  their  immortal  spirits  shall  enjoy 

Eternal  summer  in  the  realms  above. 


THK   I,()RI)'S   PRAVKR. 

Ol'R  Father.'  Lord  I   who  art  in  Heaven, 
W'licru  homage  ever  hath  ])een  given, 
And  serajihs  in  Thy  jjraise  have  striven. 

Fore\er  hallowed  he  Thy  name 
Whose  wondrous  and  eternal  fame 
All  creation  doth  {proclaim. 

TJiy  Kingdom  come.  Thy  will  be  done. 
In  earth,  as  'tis  in  Heaven  begun  : 
Oh,  keep  us  till  the  goal  be  won  I 

Give  us  this  day  our  daily  bread. 

That  we,  by  the  great  bounty  fed. 

May  bless  Thee  when  the  board  we  spread. 

Forgive  us  our  trespasses, 

Our  fallings  and  our  weaknesses, 

(Jur  erring  nature's  frailnesses, — 
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92  THE   LORD'S  PRAYER. 

As  we  forgive  (Lord,  e\'cn  thus) 
Those  who  trespass  against  us 
In  daily  dealings  variDiis. 

()  Father  I   lead  us  not  this  day 
Into  temptation  s  path  to  stray, 
But  shield  us  with  Thy  grace  alway. 

Deliver  ws  from  evil  things, 
From  pride  and  vain  imaginings. 
From  hurtful  thoughts  and  wanderings. 

For  Thine  (of  all  good  gifts  bestower) 
Thitie  is  the  Kingdom  and  the  power 
And  the  glory  evermore. 


SI»RIN(;. 

In  this  fair  year  1  have  not  seen 

'I'he  gracious  workings  of  the  spring  ; 
She  bringeth  life  to  everything, 

(ilad  harl)inger  of  summer  sheen. 

She  comes  with  smile,  she  comes  with  tear. 

An  A\m\  sun,  an  A]jril  rain  ; 

Her  lesser  glory  cannot  wane, 
She  groweth  to  the  all-perfect  year. 

Her  every  footprint  lea\es  a  bloom. 
Her  every  touch  a  budding  leaf; 
All  nature  cries  with  glad  relief, 

"  The  spring  is  come  !   the  spring  is  come  !' 

And  those  in  crowded  city  j^ent 

KnoAv  naught  of  this  abounding  good  ; 
Yet  feel  her  influence  in  the  blood. 

Making  a  plea.sant  languishment. 
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DAWN. 

In  glimmering  east  the  dawn  awakes, 
The  faint  light  mantles  in  the  sky ; 
Awakes  the  lark  and,  circling  high. 

His  music  through  the  welkin  shakes. 

A  glory  spreading  on  the  east, 
A  glory  of  a  rising  sun, 
Proclaims  to  earth  his  race  begun 

Who  brings  the  day  to  great  and  least. 

The  morn  awakes,  and  health  and  glee 
Come  with  the  ever- freshening  breeze 
The  scjuirrel  leaps  among  the  trees. 

And  all  is  blithe  activity. 

Nature's  adornings  robe  our  earth 
With  beauty  alway  fresh  and  new. 
The  same  to-day  in  form  and  hue 

As  on  the  morning  of  its  birth. 
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Yet  wc  in  cities  seldom  chcjose 
'Jo  look  upon  our  rich  doinain  : 
In  hoarding  wealth  with  toilsome  i>ain, 

VVe  know  not  half  the  wealth  we  lose. 


MORNING. 

'Tis  early  morn  ;   the  glorious  sun  looks  down 
Aslant  upon  the  waking  world  thro'  clouds 
Of  rich  gold  tint :   now  from  his  earthy  bed 
The  lark  uprises,  singing  as  he  soars 
High  into  Heaven's  domain.      So  would  not  I 
Scorn  Mother  Earth,  for  she  is  bountiful 
And  good  ;  and  on  this  happy  morning  of  my  joy 
Most  beautiful  is  she.      I  watch  the  blade 
Of  emerald  grass  that  droops  with  graceful  curve, 
And  trembles  with  the  weight  of  one  dew-drop. 
Not  long  shall  these  bright  jewels  deck  thy  front, 
O  Earth  !   for  even  now  the  envious  sun 
Drinks  up  thy  pearls.      Now  the  wing'd  choristers 
Are  all  awake  and  carol  joyously 
Their  morning  hymn  of  praise ;  what  harmony 
Spreads  thro'  the  air,  what  rapture  of  delight ! 
The  squirrel  leaps  in  sport  from  bough  to  bough. 
And  far  o'erhead  fly  forth  the  cawing  rooks 
From   high-branched   elms   that  skirt  the  moated 
grange. 
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i.()\'i::   A  1'ra(;mi:n'1'. 

I><)VK  is  our  higlicst  word, — the  synoiiymc  of  (i«><l 
The  heart  of  man  hath  juhilecs  and  sal)l)aths 
In  wliich  the  world  appears  a  feast  hymeneal. 

.    .    .   Nature  abounds  in  love 
As  motive  and  reward.     Love  is  a  worker — 
'Tis  an  enthusiasm  and  a  rage  divine,  unites 
Man  to  his  race,  shows  him  the  heart  of  nature, 
Makes  him  a  hero  and  a  saint.      It  is  a  fire 
Kindled  in  the  bosom  from  a  wandering  spark 
Caught  from  another's  heart :   it  glows  and  widens 
Until  it  warms  and  beams  upon  the  universal  heart 
Of  all,  and  so  lights  up  the  world  and  nature 
With  its  generous  flames.    .    .    . 
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MEMORY. 

Eve's  dewy  stillness  lulls  the  earth, 
One  star  shines  faintly  overhead  ; 
Oh  !   gently  whisper,  softly  tread, 

It  is  the  hour  of  Memory's  birth. 

And  lo  !  she  comes  !  a  gracious  boon, 
Chastening  all  sorrow,  soothing  pain- 
Refreshing  as  a  summer  rain 

That  patters  at  the  sultry  noon. 

The  fairy  alchemist  is  she 

Who  touches  all  the  past  to  gold  ; 

Her  artist  hand  doth  all  unfold 
Sweet  pictured  dreams  of  fantasy. 

As  when,  on  some  all -cloudless  day, 
Elate  with  joy  we  listen  long 
To  distant  lark's  inspiring  song, 
But  cannot  see  whence  comes  the  lay, 
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So  uc  have  aii)|>le.sl  rccoini^cnsc 
For  joys  (lci)artc(l  long  before; 
Although  we  cannot  see  them  more. 

They  speak  with  sweetest  elo.jiience. 


